TUMBLING  IN   THE   HAY
He muttered to himself, then looked reproachfully
at Dwellingcourt Dwellingcourt muttered an excuse
with a Northern accent. It occurred to me that with
the exception of the Benign Doctor and myself all
were from the North. The Master certainly; Mahaffy
was a Monaghan man. I was not too exempt, for I
had a Monaghan grandmother. The Doctor was a
Tipperary man and came from Ballingarry, a son of
the resident gentleman of the parish of Kinnity. Is
the whole College composed of Northerners ?
I cannot say if it was because Dwellingcourt " sat in
a corner " and had the Doctor's attention drawn to him
unsympathetically by his teetotalism, but the Doctor
began moaning musically, for he was about to give
birth to something rich and rare. At last he recited
against the background of the empty monastery in
Majorca which was echoing on the piano:
" Little Jack Horner."
" Cornuti proles petiit penetralia tecti
Scriblitam referunt quam Saturnalia rodens:
Extrahit inde puer prunum dum pollice clamat,
6 Non Numa non Tatius prunum me castior edit/ "
I knew that a speculative inquiry into the subject of
Jack Horner was expected of me. He took pleasure
in investigating with me and in giving exaggerated
consideration and attaching preposterous importance
to such trifles. Maybe he did it as a parody on more
speculative and less resolvable questions.
I lead off: " As a son of a cornucated father I wonder
how little Jack came to be so self-assertive. He did
not get it from his father, for one would imagine that
in that household his mother would have been the
dominating partner. I will admit, of course, that he
may have been a mother's darling, and so a spoilt
child."
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